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great protector, who will take care of you, and of all that
belong to you. Of my tenderest affection you ought to be
well assured by this time. When they write to Paul, send
him my love, and tell him to visit.

J. F. C.

TO MRS. COOPER, COOPERSTOWN

Globe, N. Y., Feb. 2oth, 1850
My dearest Wife,

Your letter of Sunday has just reached me. Better late
than never.

Yesterday, Morris, Shubrick and myself dined at an
oyster house, and passed the evening quietly in my room,
though invited to a ball up town. We pass most of our
evenings at home. Shubrick, who has a great deal of wool
drawn over his eyes, talks every day at dinner of going
to see Christine, and every day after dinner is too lazy to
budge. He lies down on my sofa and snores like a troop
of horse. When he wakes up, however, he is excellent
company, and so like himself; and so like old times!

I see the end of my book [The Ways of the Hour],
thank heaven, and am driving a bargain with my Hart-
ford men. It may, or it may not, end in a contract. If it
do, it will be a very good thing. I have sent the sheets of
the novel to Bentley, after all.

To-day, Gen. Scott, Com'dr Morris and Shubrick,
Judge Oakley and myself dine with Cruger. Since the
arrival of Shubrick I have hardly been in the house, this
week not once, yet he gives this dinner in compliment to
my friends. To-morrow we dine with Col. Craven on cod-
fish, in Brooklyn. After that I believe we have no en-
gagement of any sort, and I cannot say I am sorry, for I
want to return to my old simple diet. I never was better,I have not seen it, but shall
